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their weapons and flung them towards the pyre, watching
the gleaming whizz through the air, the hiss as the metal
stabbed into the vicious beasts of quarreling flame. A few
weapons missed and wounded spectators, but no one cared,
not even the wounded. They sucked the blood and danced
wildly round. The musicians and players caught up their
instruments and threw them after the swords; tore off the
robes which had once been part of Caesar's triumphal displays,
and fed the blaze. Women, seeing the sacrificed robes,
dragged off their outer garments and added them to the fuel.
Dancing, screaming, the mob rushed round the pyre, catching
hands, leaping, embracing, tumbling over.

Antonius had withdrawn and gone off behind the Graecos-
tasis. For a few moments he had exulted in the tumult, and
then had hated it. Moreover, he would be blamed, since he
had been the presiding magistrate. Gathering as many as
possible of the more sober-minded veterans he retired by
side-streets towards the Carinae.

Dusk was coming on, and the flames were brighter. Now
the fire had reached to the bier, and the ivory was cracking.
Men dashed up with jars of ointment plundered from shops
nearby. The jars were hurled on the pyre, where they burst
against the wood, splashing and rippling alight. A great gust
leapt upwards, over the bier, sweeping away the bloodied toga
from its trophy-stand, flapping and consuming it. The cloth
bellied out like a flag for a moment, then tore and fluttered
in rags of flame. Fragments were tossed about in the thick
coil of smoke that swung and wrenched overhead. The sound
of the fire was of a pounding cataract that poured upwards.

The body of Caesar was wrapt in flame, then the mantle
and the cerecloths tattered away. The flame writhed and
hissed about the limbs like a host of bright serpents, eating
hungrily of the flesh. The body seemed to lift, to twist, to be
making an effort to stand upright. Then another gust
obscured it with a pall of fiery smoke, and the bier crashed
into the white-gold heart of flame.

A flurry of white smoke rushed out, curling and sweeping
upwards like a flock of white birds. Doves of Venus, the
maternal goddess of Caesar, fluttered around the dark eagle,
the great wings heavenwards beating.
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